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CHAPTER V.
[he New Holy Allianee,

1wes hesides kinge, princes, and
vrte, have eourtiers, and com-
. “Tho world s wunderfully civil
. of whom it stands in need ; nor is
wo more eringing, fawning, and
ility, than the proud, ambitions
cr who is seccking to secnre an
or lar, in such cuses, than the de-
. 1n 14 practicing opon the world, is that

it cheats bimsell.  Swccess, alone,

Jir-uts of hix objeet, reconciles him to
4l swindla: and so the world bow to
s b otrts alivosd in hie k's feath-
. wures little to know b i in reality only

w | (ares

o man sought after! It is, thinke he,
1l Lo in request.  How bare, to
| the hearts of thoss who want his

a ¢huckles as he reads their mo-
k: and what a heap of con
sure up sgsinet the self seek-
itogother that, not less then
: w~ell markoting hia influence for
‘ wid. and that they who buy have set

prce dpon .

lv t1is world of ours i8 sadly full of these

-

.4 Grange was, in tho estimation

v arvtoersey of the Faubourg St.

¢ iean of deep humility and exem-
Beyond the immediato circles of
lenirz ho was scarcely known : except,
boes of the clergy, over which ho
sralar nmount of influence, But
doury, amongst the old dowagers
Liughters, moarried and unmarried,
il known, so popular as Le, or so
teid to their privacy ! e wanted
~vas or four years of fifty ; was tall
i ownod & magnifizent leg, which,
i3 nrrangement of bis flowing
teell om all occasions, whether
or sut, or stoodl. Then, what o ro<y
t! and what brilliant teoth! Ha
. whigh people attributed to

++ und no doubt they were right.

2. however, when Lhe did not
! when that usually unpuckered brow
raguted in o deep wrinkle botween
rp sl gray eyos, and when those thin
* w2 coral Lecame bisnched and sad-
wrreecod, und the brilliant testh firm-
\bho did not look henevolent then,

T MEat
{v il Ti0m to bis present ominence throagh
it was the virtue he enltivated—tho

iy Lo lronght into the marked of so-

He Tieed oo the second floor of a quict-

1 the Rue du Cherche-Mude, in
rlmesteuite seanty in respect of furaiture,
cioh o their display of booka; Tor the

! . lrarned man, and an sothority.
by him, avd some of his dog-
wonoagst her recognised goides to
' resndent domestic was n
ity, numed Sigter Bertha, whom
wipe of tho weighborhood pronounced as

+ wmuch tho woang and too handsome to
atme with the vouthlal Alhe. Hut, on tha
o was suwed ta tha Chureh, and

14

# L harty

or Lamd, #
Ao was ber dlys=or - 8o what oould bo
3. alter thiat
)
\him Lad been thrown, when yet &

nstant socicty of a celebrated
1 tha Charch, who resided in one of
reipal towne of Normandy. In the
o of his pastoral rambles, he stopped
tlaga inhiabited by the Abba's mother,
¢ wdow, who worked in the fields in sam-
t «pun and keitted in the winter.
v hoer only child, and the good oid
p listened to har tale of distress,
vi n wiah to take the lad under his
ho consonted to part with him. |
wla rapid etrides in his patron’s favor,
eduented in the Jesunit Semi-
y r=0 of time was roccived inte the
: o inducted into a small caracy.
loe e anspices of the eanon, be subse-
Itined the cllice of private socratary
fielhop ol the dioeesa, who finding the
»#t phant and apt, and peculiarly
Lis vocation, transforred him to Paris,
attained to the dignity of Abbe, and
i parvehisl obarge in the Fzubourpg
e, witached to which was a speeial

| mission,

linen

vib and varied attainments; his

0 of theology ; his perfect
wery weapen of controveray ; his
ne them, and the sulitle disqui-

Bl isad, from time to time, in sup- [

shta of the Church and the priv-
i riesthiond, had won for him the
Conclave at Rome, and a per-
i of admiration from the Popo
¢ aluae the even more important re-
{ lis worth by the Superior of the
of which society he now be-
vling wmomber. On the demise of
e Queselin, Archbishop of
was appointed to convey to Monsieur
nlelligense of his elevation to the
and the new Archhishop,
v his intimato confidence, ap-
¢ an important office near his per-
swtieal bonors and dignities now
von lim, when the massacre of the
0 the barrieades of the Fouhourg
wring the insurrection of Jone,
* Ablie patronless, but humble
on Providence.
' completed his merning
¢ dbws ot w meager day, which may in
foasire accoant ot the substantial na-
c~kbles on the table. Thers is a
wl wine, part of a present which
2% reesived from one of hia flock,
' some rich vineyards in Bargundy.
he remaing of s fowl, o salad, and
liws The Abbe is sipping his coffee,
& mildly at Sister Bertha, who is
“i &t the sama table, and about to put
nty her own cup.  In the act she die-
“rutifal white hand, which, Monsicur
' «ould, in our estimation, look marvel-
Yo Tettor iF the fourth finger wero adornad
Y plun gold ring.  The Abbe evidently
2nd he and Sister Bertha are con-
domestic matters, addrescing eash
i the sceond person singular. They ap-
o on delightfully familiar torms, which
v yreof of the Abbe’s condescension
iral hunaility.  Presently, the chimes of
k& ounninglyintroduced into o paint-
Swhil represents the eathedral of Amiens,
Pubich lungs over against the Abbe and
“aupanion, snnounce the hour of moon.
“ cliizes ring the angelus, on which the
" ruls down his oup, and, crossing his
L e over e breast, mutters mm&lhin#_h‘to
crsll Sister Bertha does the same. is
UL UL the chimes cease, when the Abbe and
T Bortha resamo their coffce, and tho
AT Bhseryes, that “ Now the visits will com-
menee” The cuffee having disappesared, Sister
wtly glears the table, and withdrawe.
I Abbe takes down s volume of Gibbon's
“aine wid Fall, in English, and begins to

s
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s dittle seene pocurs & few days alter the
Weidente narrated in the previous chapters.

e Abhe has boen thus ocoupied some time,
{7 8 visiter is introduced by Sister Bertha.
T4 man well stricken in z;ln, and is court-
led 1o o seat by the obliging Able.
Aways studying, my dear ASbe,” observes
¢ “tranger, sottling himself.

[veding asints digestion,” s the Abbe's
1% with 4 emile.  “] chooss an Eoglish au-
thor after meals. But it me to inguire

-t-é::r Madame the Pishess, and your dangh-

“ Much obliged, my desr Abbe. They are
etill from home, and write for you to join them
in the counfry.”

% Monsienr le Duc knows that T should he
enchanted to wait upon the ladies; but my du-
ties in Paris render it impossible.”

“Wb must carry you off by force, Albe,”
responda the Duke. ©You arein great request
amongst us—ss, indeed, amongst all who enjoy
the privilege of knowing you.”

The Abbe smiles, bows, and says that the
Dake “is by far too flattering.”

“ Weo must converso about this ” resumes the
latter, “for come to Castelnandri you must.
But 1 have important pews, Abbe—news from
the Cemte de Chambord.”

[ rojoice to hear it,"” repliea the Abbe, but
without much appsarance of enthusisem. @

“The horigon is brightening, Abba. We
may yet livo to seo our Henri ccoupying the
throne of his ancestors.”

“ Fvents are in the bands of Providence,
Monseignonr Due,” observes the Abbe, with a
devont air of rcsignation.

“And in the hands of those who know how
t take ndvantage of eircumstances, Monsienr
I’Abbe.” remarks the Duke, significantly.
* Providence helpe those who help themselves.”
“No doubt, no doubt,” responds tho other,
with provoking indifference.

The Duke de Castelnandri was evidently a
little mortified by the Abbe’s want of enthusi-
asm, but suppressed his feelings.  As the secret
lsader of the Legitimist ¥, snxious to se-
cure the support of the priestheod in the im-
minent political erisis ipending, it would have
been bad policy to pesmit the Abbe to pereeive
the importance thet was attached to his co-
operation, and the extent of dissppointment
which his coolnesa oceasioned. On tho other
hand, the Abbe wus quite awaro of his visiter's
private feelings and olject, but, for certain
weighty reasons of his own, observed a strictly
neutral. eourse, making up his countenanco to
suit the occasion.

‘| should also inform you, my desr Abbe,”
resumed the Duke, growing more and more
amiable, “that | have reccived the most en-
couraging news [rom my son. He has seen the
Holy Father, and you are first in hiz estima-
tion.”

“1 am highly flatterod by the condescension
of the Holy Father,”” answered the Abbe, smi-
ling.

“But this is not all, Abbeo”—and the Duke
hero sank his voice—1 have made intcrest
thora, and in other quarters, and am positively
assured that & mitre is in stora for you. The
Holy Father and the Conclave are, as you weli
know, anxicusly looking forward to the re-es-
tablishment of the dynasty of theelder branch,
on whose hehalf I have been authorized to
promise the largest privileges to the Chureh, if
sho will only aid the good canse.”

“If the Church confer further honors and
dignities on me.” responded the Abbe, meekly,
I shall reccive thom gratefully, and endeavor
to wear them with becoming hamility. | fear,
however, that onr Holy Father and the Con-
clave will have encugh to do o make head
against the turbulent spirits in Italy, to give
much of their attention to the afairs of France.
The Holy See ieself is in danger: and when
one’s own house is in {lames, ovo may be par-
dened for taking less heod if ore's neighbor’s is
on fire. Nor do | clearly nnderstand, Mon-
siegneur Das, in what mannor the Charch can
aid the canse of Henri Cing.”

“In many ways, in many ways” replicd the
Duke, quickly : * but at present in one diree-
tion most. This election for President is in prog-
ress. If the wotes poin favor of Cavaignae, the
Repablic wiil assuredly bo consolidated under
a firm hand and an bonest and able chief
This would serionsly inspede our advance, and
therelore it must not be, if we Logitimists can
prevent it. Ledru-Rollin, Raspail, Lamartine,
and Changsrnier, have not a party strong
encugh to carry either of them. The strug-
gla will be between Cavasignae, and the
nephew of that—cf that—that Corsican brig-
nnd nnd traitor, who did 8o much to ruin the
Bourhons ™ ;

“And for the good of the country,” inter-
}'0-"-!‘-‘1‘. the Albe.

“ Wall, yos, 1 will not deny that ho did some

;:r;mi. But yon speak almost like o partisan,
Abbe.”
“Of tha truth, Monseignenr Duke,” respond-
od the Abbe.
“ A la bonne hewre, my dear Abbo. I have
no objection o the truth, and I repeat, ha did
some good, bat not more than cur legitimate
King would bave done. Not to stray from our
point, however, let me observe, that we must
not have Cavaignace, and therefure we Legiti-
mists, who intend o vote, will give our votes to
Louis Napoleon.”

“What!” ejaculated the Abbe. “To the
nephew of the Corsiean brigand and traitor 7
*“Yea; and listen wherefore. He is an am-
bitious, headstrong, inexperienced imbeacile, who
will be sure to commit a serione blonder bofore
long, which will give riee to farther political
commotion. Who knows? Perhaps to another
insurreotion!  He will cortainly, in such case,
be expelled, and, in the confusion, we may, by
taking udvantage of circumstances, perhaps
gacure the return of Henri Cing”

“And whose idea is this ?”" asked the Abbe,
placidly folding hia hands.

“QOure, my dear Abbe. Our party's; and it
has the eanction of the King. See, here is his
letter.”

The Duks here took & letter from his pocket-
hook, and spread it out on the table before the
Abbe, who perused it attentively, then took it
up and restored it to the Duke.

“Ard how are the clergy to promote this
enterprise, Monsieur loe Duc ! inquired he—
an onterprise, the suecess of which is founded
on tho anticipation of more calamities, moro
bloodshed, and systematic and deliberats
troachery? It seoms to me that the better
eourse would be for the Legitimirts not to vota
atall”

“Ah, do not sea the danger, my dear
Abba.  Our object is to ewell the votes of the
Corsican’s nephew, eo &5 to help give him the
majority absolute over Cuavaignac; and the
whole of our influence must thrown into
this channel. It is the only way to prevent. the
GGenoral's sucoass. Wa vote, in truth—as |
have shown you—for our own cause, in voting
fur Louis Napoleon. Tt may, as you justly ob-
scrve, and probably will, lead to further com-
motion ; and it may, perhaps, be, to some ex-
tont, troachery to vote at all. Buf, my dear
Abba, remember that our canse is that of Lo-
gitimacy ; it is that of the divine right: it has
been hiessed and consecrated by the Church,
and the weifare of the Church is bound up in
s eucecess. She has over and over sgain,
sanctioned and acted upon the doctrine that
tho end sanetifios the means.”

“When thoso means are worthy,” observed
the Abbe; “ and in this instance, perhaps, thoy
may l:qf]ust;ﬁed. Still, how are we to aid yoar

ns?’

“ Nothing more easy, Abbe. 1t is in your
to do it, by influencing your condjutors
to G:hﬂf‘ their “ﬂl‘,kd" {h‘n.ug}“mt tha mh’,’,
to vote for Louis Napsleon, Nocret instructions
may be sent to them, which they will o E
and sucoess iscertain. Do you comprehend 777
“ Perfectly,” replied the Abbe, who had, in-
understood the whole plan, from the be-
ginning, but, for reasons of his own, preferred
to appear to elicit the information from the
D :
‘:'kz'ml what do you say ! [Is it a compact?”
« [ will think of it, Monsieur la Due.”
“ Enough ! Wh:n”qsy I wait nupon you, to
learn your decision ?
“ 1 ia seareely necessary to give yonrself the
trouble. The gmlt of the election will show.”
“ Not at all satisfactory, mdy M_Abbal this
reply of yoars! Your word that it shall be
done, and’l will be satisfied.”
“Come to-morrow, then, Monsieur lo Due,
and shall know.”
“Good! [ will now leave you. I must go
snd consult er. Au revoir, my dear Abbe.”
The Abbe conducted the Duke to the door,
and "“ﬂ"“'im out, then, retarning to his
apartment, hegan pacing it to nnd fro, muring
doeply. A riog at the onter door caused him
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suddenly to stop, and almost immediately after | exchanged salutations withoat uttering another | loves to take from £
Sister Bertha i another visiter. word. There passed a significan .uw,tﬂ:ghnm be- mﬂ::‘:mr ohutandm“hmmnnthuu&

introduced

It was Prinee Louis Napoleon.

The manner of the Abbe to the new comer
was very different from that he had assumed
towardg the Duke. He received the friendly
eulutation of the Prince with equal humility,
but with more cordiality, and, from the m
in which ke responded to it, thero was evident-
ly existing betweon them some common bond
of union which each appreciated.

“ Well, my dear Abbe. you havo heard the
newr, of course 77

“I am not aware of any’——

“ Here, then, read, resdy; ? hastily interrupt-
od the Prince, thrusting into the Abbe’s hand
a letter bearing a foreign post-mark.

The Abbe and read it: he turned
pale, and the alpm- fell from his hand.
m’:'frmm eaven! And isitso!” ejncula-

a.

. “Chut! chnt! Abbe! Walls have ears, and
Just now it is as well this piece of news should
not be braited. The same courier that brought
the Government d , alto brought me
this letter from my cousin. I fear the Holy
Father is in moch danger. [t is fortunate the
conapiracy wes discovered in time, but, you see,
it embraces nothing short of the total over-
throw of the Holy Sse, and the establishment
of an ltalian Republie on its ruins?”

“ The malediction of Heaven will rest on the
headz of those who engage in it,” excluimed
the Abbe, with emphasis, and with one of his
dazk frowns.

“ Mazzini is & desperate man” resumed the
Prince, “and sincere in his republicanism, I
believe. Bat he hus not the proper materials
to deal with. The greatest danger to the Holy
Sse, however, is from Austria, who must not be
permitiad by Franece to elaim or to extend a
proteciorate over the States of the Church.
But what news havoe you from your brethren
of t!},n College? This interests me most at pres-
ent.

“Thaey are groatly divided respecting affairs
here,” replied the Abbe. “ A strong party in-
clines o aid the Legitimists, in the hope that
they will promote the interests of the Church,
ehould their party succeed to powor.”

“Bah!” gjacuiated the Princo. “Trust a
Bonrbon !

“To the Republio—that js, to the Republic
under its present ralers—they are ady to
a man. The Church has suffered too much al-
ready at the hands of desperata adventurers
lika these, to place sny confidence in their
principles. With much show of giving the
clergy power, they in roality curtail and clog
the little they already possess.”

“ Bat what course do your directors recom-
mend at the present crisis?  Something, sure.

l l »n
“It is left to me to decids' replied the
Abtbe! *“We have hitherto stood aloof from

political parties, but the time for setion ap-
pears to mo to have arrived. Semething must
be done, as you say.”

“Have you reflected on my proposal of the
other evening 27

“Well, and matarely considergd its coneo.
quences, if accepted.” :

“What iz your docision, Abbe? Time

eraen.’

“That if tho clergy support your candida-
turo, a3 they undonbtedly can, the rosuit,
though successful for yon, may not prove so
fortunato for the Chureh.”

“Yon doubt my word, then, Abhe 77

“Not your word, Prince, nor your ability,
nor Four desire, but your puwer.”

“1 have thought of all, Abbo, and am not
doubtfnl. Let me hat attain abaolnte suthori-
:{y, and [ will yat show the world ‘what [ can

a. Bat [ must have sssistance, and nover
wantad it more than now.”

“ Your satherity will not ba absolute, Princa,
‘even thongh you ateain to the Prosideney.”

“'Tis but the fires stop, Abbe. Have not |
made & olose eonfidant of yon, and have not |
often and often again repested to you tho
long day-dream of my cheequered life? |
have a destiny to aceomplish, snd may not hold
back.”

“1t is o, dosperate venture, Prince, and may
end in diseomfiture—in death.”

“Or in tho securing of the gloricus legacy
which the groat Napoleon bequeathed to his
successor, It ie a prize worth the struggling
for; worth risking much for; worth daring
everything for. It requires caution and bold-
ness. candor and reserve! Bat something must
be done to startle- Europe with, and to make
the Republic respocted first. Again, Abbe, |
ask, if you aro now propared to give mo a re-
ply, whether | may safely depeid upon the co-
operaticn of the clergy?”

“The Churech must have guarantees, that
whomeoever sha serves, will serve her in re-
turn,” responded the Abba,

“Those she makes, cannot she also un-
mako?” esked the Prince. “Does not her
inflnence—or that, rather, of the mysterions
and occult budy to which you belong. Abhe—
extend over the length and breadth of the
land? e it not, at the courts of Europe, the
diresting power, felt, but unseen? ls it not
sngrafted upen the institutions of some Statea?
Does it not remove ministors 88 well as make
them? Guaraniees! Thbe only guarantee she
can require, she alroady possesees in the con-
scioneness of her own power, to make and to
unmakae”

“ Are you prepared to engags your hand and
senl to & compact hetween us, on behalf, you
of the Government of Franece, if you attain to
power, | on behalf of the (?hurci., containing
the stipulations for mutual benefit, which
formed the suhject ¢f our interview the other
day®”

“And what end will that serve? It will
hind neither, and willi therefore be useloss.
Besider, bind me to conditions, and you may
find that T may fulfil them strictly, but not
go beyond.  Bind me not, 1 hold myself pledg-
ed o grant the Church all the privilages you
stipalated for, and may go far beyond.”

“What are your chsnces, independently of
us!?

“[ know not, nor care not. Pérhapn greater
than even my own [riends arc aware of. |
hear encouraging news from the Provinces.
My name is doing wonders for me. The very
sounds, Five Napoleon, have a fascination, it
seome, in same districts ‘which draws the in-
habitanta to the registration offices in thoa-
sande. Thero are large numbers, too, of old
soldiers who have & vote, and will give it to me
for the sake of the old army. But again, I say,
all this matters little. Power | may got casily.
What | seek is to secure it. [ have closely
studied the history of mi eountry, and have
found that Governments have failed for want
of the eordial support of the clergy ; wherefore
I seek theiy aid, snd not simply to raise me into
power, but to enable mo to maintain myself in
it. Let them aid me, | will not prove ungrato-
ful. You, Abbe, the son of an old Imperialist;
of one who fought undor the great man, and
who at langth sacrificed his life at -the shrine
of glory, on-the fatal field of Waterloo; wha,
Ly your own merit, have achieved o position
not often enjoyed by men far more advanced
in years ; who bave the eonfidenco of tho Holy
Father and of the Conclave, nn(!ofl’.he superior
of your powerful order; whose influence 18 seo-
ood to that of no man in France—you, above
all other persons, have it in your power to pro-
mote my views. | bava made my appeal to you
before. ~ 1 reiterate it. I tell you I will not be
ungratefol. Serve me, throngh tho Chnreh; 1
will serve her, through you.”

The Prince was too adroit to .:i

“ possession of

twoen them, and the Prince withdrew.

Thus was ratified a new ““holy alliance ’ be- ¢ frim eonventional life

tween an ambitions abbe and a politicsl ad-2

venturer, which was to result in changing the 4

eutiro order of things in France.
For the National Era.
TO0 MINNIE MYRTLE,
ON READING “IS SIHE HAPPY?™

Y EFFIE.

Thou, whoes nom de jplume, so graceful,

Throws a * myrtie ” wreath around thee—
Thou, whoss pen of inspiration

With & rainbow light hath crowned i}eo—
Thou, whoss deep and earnost fealing

To thy flllow-men hath bound $hos—

Pray, who art thou, Minnic Myrtle,

From thy heart of hearts outspeaking ”
Poaring forth the pent-up torront,

In whaose swell thy heart was breaking;
Calming now the surging billows,

In whose wrath thy soul was quaking.

Thou hast been baptizod in sorrow—
Was it for another's weeping ? :
For the erushed and broken-hearted—

For the cye of justice sleoping ?
Bite thy pity through the midnight,
Louve-enkindled watohfires keeping

(f
a

Mayhap, silent, sharp-toothed anguish,
Thread by thread thy life-web rendeth;
Hidden griof, thrice-poisoned arrows.
Through and through thy being sandeth ;
Drop by drop, woe's bitter goblet,
In thy daily love-fount blendeth

Or, perchance, in foarful conflict,
Half with potent self eontonding,
This to vanquish, that to strengthen,
Energies sublime are spending—

(i1nd spectators of the struggle,
Angel hands thair aid are lending.

Or the throng of fellew.pilgrims,

Travolling from thy childheod near thee,
Nover {athomed thy emotiona—

Loving, they may dread or foar theo;
And thy life of life iz pining

For companionghip to sheor thee,

Sympathy-distracted, way.worn,

Thy o’erladen =oul is pining
For true fallowship of being—

Heart on kindred heart roclining—
Rest in well-appointed lahor,

Thoaght with fellow.thought entwining

Or the storn Destroyer's fontstepe,
On thy happiest moments atealing,
May have rnatehed thy dearost jowe!,
May havo orushed thy fondoeat fee!
And thy cherished hopes lie bhuried,
'Neath the sod where thou art knesling

Thou hast sorrowed, Minnie "™ yrtle,
For thysell or those around theo;
And the ochastisement, so painful,
To a higher lifo hath bound thes'
Mayhap He—the Heavenly Healer—
In thy utmost nood hath fund thee

Thou hast sorrowed, but, I would not
Waken ono sad memory slewpiag.
Grief is sacrod, though it harrow
Doep the soul ita wand is sweeping
It shall yield s glorious harvest
To the world the fruit iz reaping.

Thou Last wept upon the altar,

Fame hath reared to woman’'s glory —
Wept upon the costly offering,

With affection’s lifo-tide gory!
Thou hast read the tale so henrtloss

In thy own unwritten story.

“Driven forth ™ from home's endearmonis
“ Driven forth '’ to find her pleasure

In the depth of thought and feeiing ;
Depth no mortal hora may mensure,

Beattering, all along the pathway,
Woalth, that whoso will may grthor.

Ah! this world hath many a martyr,
Laurel-crowned, & double token

Wrestiing in parpetual patience,
With & sorrow all unepoken ;

While thie arushed and conqmering spirit
Smiles upon ite idols broken!

For the National Era.
BECOLLECTIONSOF MYQRANDFATHER'SE HOMF,

CHAP. X.
A Leaf from the Woodland.
“ An' be you not, bang, beg, starve, die i’ the slreels,
For, by my soul, I'll ne'er acknowlodgs thes,
Nor what is mine shall never do thee good ;
Trust, too, bethink you, I'll not be forsworn.”

We thought not to have intorrupted the
thread of our sober Reeollections by so eallad
love stories; but somebow we linger fondly
ovor these little romances, and are [kin to
weave them in with our less fairy bygonea,

Bat ab, sober and sad enough ia the story of
James R——, one of my grandiather’s w!uiﬂ;m
summer guests. Who does not cherish one
suoch overshadowed life amongst his heart’s
tressares? He came to us the sammer after
E—— left us for aye; like him, buoyant and
joyous ; sorrow, ere long, checked #iv gladness
aleo. Alas! not, like E s, the grief of a
day, but & lifs-long bitter cup. Why should
that dranght have been thinc, thou dear friend
of my childhood *—a0 grent‘lz gifted, so widely
soug‘yat., so fondly loved! o missed thee in
tha old farm-house. In morning adorations
thy name went up with trembling accents, was
tenderly mentioned round the rustic hoard,
and at evening we whispered it with brimful
oyes. And even now, after 60 many forgetful
years, there is a dawiness thet hall shats out
my sheet as [ tell thy story with homely troth-
fulnoess. .

James R—— was the only child of o wealthy
retired morchant and large landed proprietor,
just out of the town of C——; who, indeed,
owned a part of the suburban village,
whither he had fled from the wear and bustle
of mercantile life. True %o the cherished pre-
dilections of his boyhood, he had now gone
back to farming life, and graced, by ease and
elegance, its homely employments and rustic
fare. He was po uncommon man, the father
of James R——. We bave all known just such
racn. Cultivated in mind and manners, eve
social cirele opened to receive him: gified wi
quick and generous impulses, his ear aver open
to the tale of misery, and his hand ever ready to
relieve it, the Eor loved him ; a kind neighbor,
husband, and father, as the world goes, he was
universally eatoemed ; his purse never closed to
ealls of publio charify, his name stood high in
public favor. Yes, & most unexceptionable man
waa Mr. R—, od fit to sit with the hon-
orable of the land. There was no blot on his
esontcheon, no blemish on his fuir name. So
said that srbiter of worldly weal, pablic opin-
ion. Yet everybody knew that n dosire for
wealth, pomp, and the petty power they give,
the absorbing pession of the vain man’s
; that they were dear to him as lile,
dearer, even, than natural ties! Yot for all

ve importance, tho selfish
conventional distinction, conferred by the

great wealth. *Twaa the canker-
worm, mﬂnﬁy ambition, that -]:p his
heart, w went warmly out in little daily
charities. Waas this the end of his manifold

~ “’change

R

hndg‘ . Bavin

the Mhougof virtuous ; to withdraw
: . the simplo sources of
that pure joy o lovingly cherishod, beneath its
tramwels, with the m of freer days.

' Such gifts of comfortable obecurity did Mr.

R——, not without now and then a ul
dﬁ yield up for these seeming adﬁnw
which he had toiled long and well. He
hid great wealth: his namos stood high on
;" his villa was the most elegant in
tl suburbs of C—— ; there he lived in elegant

| las kis broad acres strotobing to the hori-

won. Fireside comforts, in-door luxuri

and rendy servitors, were all his, “&mg

zing world looked on, admired, and envied,
soarce markad how changed he was from

the R—— of less-burdened years.

, Tha air of generous hopofnlness, that gave
di; to hir early m bad deepened
o that of determined method. The cnce
open franknees of conacions independence had
made wiy for the anxious forethonght of over-
birdened wealth., Crows-feet come too soon
a?d hard, deep lines round the mouth, had
by sken up the once- t mobility of fea-
20, Maxims of worldly prudence had quench-
o the warm glow of sentiment, and with it
tf soul-light of his eye. Was he a happier
m*n than when, having paid the last farthing
6f his debt to his Alma Mater, he started, pen-
niyns4, to battle with the world?

e loved his ehild—aya, loved him next to
hii idol. Once he had toiled for moans to
af 'nken his childish gratitude. Now, he lav-
isl ed on him all that wealth could gain. Bat,
wiile ho had gone on, step by step, to riches
af i power, there had also grown wup in his
hearf, by the same slow and steady a
do ermined will, subservient to his own selfish
av bition. Was ho a happier father than
wl an, in his boy’'s juvenila career, he saw him,
a i harity echolar, nsgert the strong eupromacy
of intellect over the puny prerogatives of the
pa npered sons of fortune? God enly knew
tht man’s heart. By his frnits we judge him.

't had long been s characteristic scheme
with Mr. R to swell atill farther hies son’s
prémroctive fortune, by marrying him to the
daughter of s wealthy physician, in tho town
of C . who was an oid college-mate and
erony of his, and by no means avorsa to so
oligible a son-in-law. The fathers had dizcus
sod the matter so often, over their after dinner
capg, that they came, at length, to view it as
uite settled.  lmagine the astonishment then,
of Me. R )
ing the plan to his son Jamer, one day, instead
of a yendy wequiescence, it met with a plump
rejoclion!  In vain the father coaxcd, threet-
ened,land scolded—the son was implacabis.

The sal was well enough, to ha sure, and
the f@her rich enough, but he didn’t want her,
and wouldn't marry her. O, the hlindness of
that srrant knave, Cupid! O, the perverseness

of James R , to puss by the manifold at.

tractipna of a beautiful, prond, heartiess heir-
oss, for the homoly charms of poor old Moelly
Whitd's grand-dsughter!

“ Alyoung man of strange freaks—Nhe’ll come
ht by and by, surely—I'll keep sn eye

on hik though,” muttered Mr. R—=, &4 his
son ed doggzedly out of the room. And,
very tiuly, be did keep an eye on him: for no
sovneridid he perceive the tondency of James's
walks towa.rcr: the honsysuckle-imbedded,

whitewsshed cottago, where dwelt dame
White, with her rosy-chseked, eurly-headed
grand-daughter, than he despatehed him {rth-
with, to summer with my grandlather.

Poor James was n little forlorn and restless

w st : but he wae a sensblo fellow, nnd soou |

enma to the concinsion that Molly White's
grend-daoghier wes very silly, as well as very
pr¥ty—a sort of painted doll, about whom
‘twas hardly worth while to break his beart,
or leave his father’s anger ; so the little dam.
sel was dismissed forever, with the burning of
her first foolish letters.

Hers was a losson not unlearncd by many
a beautiful girl, Beauty is a priceless gift to
woman. !ts immunities are manifold. Woe
lightly over the fuolish jost nnd silly repartee,
coming from its lips; but, ah! how like pearls
are words of wisdom, from the same polished
sourse!  © Features sst in [airest mould 7 are
not its highest claim, but the light that glows
in soul-lit eyes, and the flush of fecling that
walls up from a rightly-trained heart. We
stand motionless, gazing upon the polished per-
fection of a statue ; but the heart beats fuster,
aod the pulso throbs before the warm glow and
life-like inspiration of & picture. So diverse is
the love awakened by soulless and soul-lit besu-
tg? “Am | beautiful,” asked a proud, eplen-
did-looking girl, of a poor witling, who had
stopped to gazo at her in the street. “Ha,
beawtiful,” was the reply; “yon arevery beau-
tifal. Your skin is white &nd polished like

ivory ; your brown eyes look fnll of dreams; |

your bearigg is proud and elegant ; you are al-
togethdr besutitul and cold ns a ptatue—and
I'd as #oon wed one. The lingering waifs of
sentiment, in that crazed brain, bad utlered a

A

, when, on ineidentally mention- |

.
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ure; for his frequent letters assured her of his
steady Elrpma. Thete was a weight on her
hoart, bot the burdén was a precions one.
T'rue love is ever serions ; and oh, what a magio
power it gives to worean’s charms, despening
the eye-glances, tonching with its pensive pen-
cil each delicate feature, and softening still
more the low, sweet melody of voice. Such
waa ita power over the beautifal Mary R.

But, all at onoe, sha drooped, like a blighted
lily. 1 often fonnd her in tears, at the old
hannt. “ What is tho matter, Mary, dear?”
I would nsk, twining mg' arms around her
neck, but sho only wept the more. What true
woman will not keep her own grief, till her
heart is full to breaking!

At length, ono day, ovarcome by my impor-
tunity, or perm drawn out by the unselfish
nature of childish years, sho told me all. .

Mr. R. had found how matters stood, and
had forbidden bis pon, under pain of disinher-
itance, to marry the penniiess orphan! Short-
sighted man?  She wae rich in beauty, and,
far better, in the unhowght wealth of heart und
mind. Was ehe, then, portionless? For our-
solf, wo would pray, with Agur, Give us neither
poverty nor riches; not , lest in our
want we forget the lessons we lis on our
mothoer’s knee ; and not woalth, lest, Midas.
liké it transmute our very heart’s love into
gold.

“ Shall | hesitate o moment, Mary ? 7 wrote
James, “l have a strong arm, snd with you,
what eare | for wealth? Will you take me,
poor but stout-hearted as [ am 77

“How generous, how noble,” she sobbed.
“Buat can I, ought I, accept such a sacrifice?
No, I cannot, I will not ! Then a flush of inde-
cizion mantled her brow; and love st last
gained the mastery.

Well—James R—— did wed tho penniloss
orphan, was disinherited by his prond, deter-
mined father, and went to the city of A :
scventy miles away, without a ‘penny, but
strong in hope and love. Providence favored
him, and he obtained a responsiblo sitnation
in a large mercantile houte. For a year or
two ho was blessed with comfort and a happy
home. Bnt the clonds, which hiad come from
the woodland haunt, lowered at Inst. His first-
born, a beautifol likeness of hor mother, passed
away. A erisis in the commercial world
{ ruined his employers, and turned him, & sccond
time, adrift. Want stared him in tbe face.
His beautiful Mary drooped under her wani.
fold trials; and the proud-spirited eon was
fuin, at last, to appeal to his unnatural parent.

"Twa= on s bitter-cold midwinter night that
| James R stood, thinly clad, ehivering ut
his father’s door. That door was rudely ehut
agninst him, and ke turned, death-stamped, a
boggar from his old home! A fever, brought
on by the excitement and exposure of that
night, left him in a decline, in which he lin-
gered a year, being meanwhile almost entirel
dependent upon the exaertions of his frail wife,
who devoted every moment sho counld spare
| from bim snd ber infant child, to her needle.
{ And Mary was right, when she aocepted tho
eacrifice of home and wealth, st the hands of
James R——. Otherwise, his being had been
& blank to him. Ho had lived a lifatime of
gladness, in the fow years granted him of the
loving trust of that young heart. Sickness and
want had brought vut all the latent energics
of her naturo. He saw her, the once gentle,
dependent child, bocome the no less gentle,
noble, self-eacrificing woman. How deathlees,
how forgetful of eelf, is the love of a true
| woman, ke Mary R——! No fatigno over-
| eoines her ; no misery sppils her, in her grate-
{il labors. She never woaries of watehing,
naver tices of waiting.,  She slaicks not from
| the sick room. nor starts back ot the treed of
{ death. Sha hides unbidden tears, and chokes
back the struggling sol), from wutehlul ears,
O, woman! your noiseless treed and gontle
tonch were meant for the delicate assiduitios
of life; and why yield up your ali-potent wand
in struggle for tha lcadon sceptro of msnly
power? And, oh, let no true-hearted woman,
| who feels in her soul the earnest of a better
| baing, yield up her untald power for good, to &
| life of ompty pleasure! Painted butterflics
may flit awhile in the sunshine, and be gone ;
but the few days of glitter and pageant leave
| a erammped heart dark and desolate! Repard-

less of kelf, unseeking fur rraiuc, unlooking for
| gratitude, I will do what | can for the world's

good; if sorrow comes not to me, [ will seck it,
| and relieve it, and may Heaven help me, should
| be the resolye of & noble woman, upon the be-
| ginning of her world’s experience. Many such
women there are; eome, like Mary R !
made 80 by sorrow; but ah, how many, how
very many. when they that lock out of the
windows are darkened, turn, with no inner
gladdened eye, upon the heart’s neglected re-
BOurces,

The rest of our story wo tell afier the fash-
ion of story-telling.

In an obseure tenement, in the suburbe of
C , Jemes R was dying. 'Twaa only
foar o'clock, yet the stroets were aiready light-
ed, for it was oold, durk, and gloomy. Not a

tyulh, Saa thon to your heart, besutiful wo- | sunbenm had ginddened that death-room the
map. Let not your wealth and intellest run whole dsly long. Gray masses of clouds wero
to waste, Thesa well cared for, who shall | tossing about the sky, the wind whistled round

measure yonr power ! )
Meanwhile Mr. R chuckled over his
prudent forethonght, and cherished, hopefully
a3 dver, his favorite plan. Ho scarce be-
thought him that every valley, every woodland,
in the country, are haunted by
“ — young, gay, and laughing ereatures,
With their henrts sunshine in their festures,
Thoir sorcery the light—which dances |
When the raised lid unveils ita glancer”
The most dangerous of all sprites to the gen.
erous, true heart of Jamea R , who despised
all moretricious show, loved true worth, and
had firmly delermined never to marry for
monoy.
+ 2,end us not into temptation,” says the best
of booke, How uvtterly regardless of that holy

injunction wes Moll, when sho coazed Mary | her lap.

B——, the pretty orphan school-mistress, to go
flower-bunting with her in tho woodland,
where the same artfnl Molly was sure James
would meet her favorite. Impute no
want of guile to childhood, nor mateh-making
whollf to managing mammas, when such a
joy or woe-freighted plan ley concealed be-
neath he frank exterior of juvenile years!

Well, Molly’s wicked manceuvre suceeeded
to & charm. The besutiful orphan’s artless-
ness, intslligence, and dependence, drew at
oncs upon James's uyg;gnt ies, and s0on won
hie love, Then followed many a happy moet-
ing in' that green woodland, mutusl vows of
Iasting Jove and fidelity ; and, one summer's
evening, when the moon looked down on the
wown ficlds and early Larvesting, there were
breathed in ths old haunts tearful good-byes,
and promises of speedy meeting. Oh, those
wers happy “evening walks, from which the
officions Molly was not always excloded.

How many a {riendship, aye, and how many
a love, dates its rise from one of these wild
rsmbias.  They sro little cases, on which we
refresh our hearta in retrospect. How many
# moksy scat, how many a shady tree—could
the leaf, or tiny patal, whisper its tale—would
give 8 storied p to us, For cvery heart
there s a haunted dell, or & babbling brook,
on whise banks the ghosts of memory flit.
Wo nariy hover years in stifled drawing-rooms,
and nover meet » kindred spirit; no little,
unseen angels walt their kindl m&:enw
through its tainted atmosphere, pure
brenth of Heaven inﬂhuuwiﬂakindlytgd-
ings, 3%, while we on summer beauties,
there “rives & conscious creving for lyupﬂhi'
i at every

the corners of the streets. and now und then
an ominous snow-flake melted upon the win
dow pane. Oh! ‘twas a dreary night that fol-
lowod. Rich men’s children clustered round
their plessant home firesides, while their fa-
thers wrapped their wall-furred cloaks about
them, and hurried on before the blast. But

| God eave the pocr on sueh a night, who shiver

over their dying embers, or shake, in hanger
and rags, Leforo the rich man's door. Ob, there’s
gladness enough und to epare, in many n
house ; and why withhold it from the poor and
needy !

So thought James R—— as his cyes wan-
dered round his cheerless room, snd rested
anon on hia wife, who, ** weary and worn,”
toiled for bLread, over the sleeping infant in
She was but & wreck of the heauti-
ful Mary R of the woodlend haunt.

Time and ears and sorrow had robbed her
cheeks of their ruses, wnd made bard lines
round her onee dimpled wouth. The ringleta
wero gone, and silver threads waved on her
pale brow. Her fiogerd were thin and blue,
+ her chooks pinched, her whole air that of
struggling poverty and sorrow. Yet there wore
still lefe traces of tho old Mary—in the car-
nest depths of her datk eyes, now so very
larga, and that look of saddened resignation
so heautiful in the homeless orphan, and far
more eloguent in the sorrow-stricken wife and
mother. Death had set his seal on her also,
seen in the hectio flush, occasional spasm of
pain, short breath, and holiow cough, The
mather felt it, and dropped bob tears on the
cheak of her almost orphaned boy.

The father saw it. “ Poor Mary ! you’ll soon
follow me,” eaid he. “ And oh, when [ die, car-
ry onr ‘(gxild to my father. Ha could not spurn
a dying women! he could not shut his door

pon tT'mt innocent little babe, though it be
eo like its father!” Tha words died upon his
alread, hulf-ﬁnlsicd tongue, Mary sprang to
hiz bedside. Her gentle assiduitios rallied once
more the vital spark; and, calling for his boy,
the father laid his thin hand upon his baby
head, and sent up ono hgonized petition to the
o:rbsn-‘s friend ; then, tarning to Mary, he
faltered out—"That little song once more,
Marf, the song of our woodland haunt.”” The
poor wife's heart was breaking, every breath
well nigh suflocated her, yetshe could do aught
for him she loved; and she sung that son
sang it with voico sweet and clear, aa in old-
en time. But oh, where were the bright hopes
and light heart of Woodland Mary.

The dying man fixed his eyes fond
on her ; onoe his wan fade lighted up with the
shadow of the emile of other days. “ Foor Ma-
ry!” he faltered; tho smilo vanished, and with
it passed to a better world the freed spirit of

James R—. | 4 :
L Tl o Sy
out, equalled not the i
i ?qt.hulooomm,v_ were borne out,

at their close, all that dear on carth, savo
her child, to poor !
The third evening d her on her way to

Mr. R—'s, with ber ohild.

her st p ita buoyanacy, after James

Let ua now look into r.ﬂ-—-'eomyp“.

ly | woman started up st sight of hor child.

lor, where wo mect the stern man, and his
pale, suffering wife. The wood fire was mostly
burned out ; yet etill he eronches over the de-
ing ciobers, and rabs his hands anon. as a frech
burst of wind whistles againet the casement
Oh! jt is a pitiless Docembor night: there is
no' Merey in the sharp slect that cowmes, pat,
pat, sgainat the window panece, while the blast
whistles shrilly through every crack and cran-
ny.

“A sorry night this, for poor was{arers,” at
length reaarks Mr. R—— to his pale wifa in
the corner. A tear sterts to her eye: and the
rebuked man drops his head on his breast, and
rubs his hands most vigorously. Hiz mind is
ill at ense, That silent tear barbed afresh the
arrow rankling in his heart. Their thoughts
were alike with their cust-off’ child, perchance
that moment & weather-beaten wayfarer. Nov-
er, since James R—— had been throst from
the thrashold of hiz ohildhood’s home Ly hia
own father, had his name heen mentioned in
that fathev's presence. Oh! n wretched heart
wes Mr R——'s—more wretched even than
that of the pade woman in the corner, as he
sat there, erouching over the dying embers
and dared vot again meot the silont rebuke of
a tear!

Tho room bagan to grow chilly, and the em-
bers fow, 80 that Mr. R was fain, at last,
to make ready fur the night. Ile drow the
coals, one by one, into o little heap, and then
went on to covar them with aslies, pausing Lo-
tween each shovelful, to listen to the howling
of the storm without. “ Dresdfal—dreadful !
ho muttered, 28 the last coal divsppenred—
“Poor James"—Lthen dropped hia hm’ on his
breast again. He did not notice the quick

barm my darling hoy, so like his father, wo
ure, so ha went on to say, in the

v. epare ma! ['ve dear 4

“implored M= R

*Wr I._','. — !
ne ’..-rj..-:il._- of the dying w
me .\Illl‘_\'. I-‘.-r,;;\ '
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yon lorg:y

. or T cennot die m

Bat the woman heard him not.  Her glazed
eye wos upturned townrds heaven; hor thi
fingers oesayed to pase once more througl
tho flaxen corls, but the grasp of death wus
‘on them. The loving child laid = it
hands on ber clammy chocks, pressad its own
pgldwing faco against them, bat no look, no
word of recognition, came from the heart-br
ken mothor!

They buried her by the sido of him for whoin
ehe died, the Jamos R—— of my Girandfuther «
HA;I’III‘

Not many years since, while drising though
the town of C . I noticed, coming slowiv
down tha strest, a very infirm, while haired
mar, jesning on‘the arm of & tall, manly youth
The inlirmities und apparentiy total deps
ence of the former, with the earelul solioih
of the Intter, made theanultogether guite a n
tioeable coupla. “ Do you know them ' | a-l
ed of my companion. O ves” was the an
swer, “ltisold Mr. R—— und his grandson
Tha old man is almoet a cripple from rhenma
tism, and is guite dependent on hig devals +
grandeon, Indeed, the old man has nover been
quite himself since the death of that sen ol hi-,
and hia beautifnl wife, whom he treated so un i
vaturally. Hig own wils dide’t soarvive U ]
shock 1--||-'-_ and now he lives alone, with thi !
grandson of his, whio is & i

| TH
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ohle fellow, th

start of his wils, her involuntary exclamation
and the flush on her c¢heek. Poor woman! for
five long years that name had never passed
those lips, uncoupled with impreeations; and
now to hear it uitored gentle, had weil nigh
unmamned her. How ghe longed to plead onee
more, from a mother's full hesrt!—lut the
recollection of past bratal repulses erushed the
first germ of hope, and shio sank back into her
former listlasencss.

The wind kept howling louder and louder,
round the corner of the house; the sleet kept
pattering harder and harder sgaingt the win-
dow pance. “Hark!” exolaims Mr. R !
starting up: “somo one knocks; and yetit ean-
not be, for what poor wretch could wander,
unhoused, at this time of night, in such a
gtorm! Bub wait—these it i apain,  Stie up
the, fire, Lucy: wo suraly esnnot turn him
adrift again, whoever he ba So i
Mr. R—— seized the liap, and proces

B

the precautionary question, “ Who's there?”
No answer, save the voice of the storm! Now
Mr. R '8 hoart begineg to beat fastor, as bo
opens ths door w very littla wuy, and shades
the flickoring lump with his left hund. There's
cortainly no ono thore.
ving into his fuce, and through it he oan dis
cern nothing but the ghest-hke traes, over the
way. He steps hack, still grasping the door
firmly with his laft hand, sets down his lamp,
then puts his car to the crevice: for he had
half imagined that he hoard o human voice
above the wail of the storm. Al there was
no mistnke—here it is again, right at the list-
ener's lzct, too. Me. R does not hesitato
now. The door opens wide. The flickering
lamp go®s out, with the first inburst of the

unbolt the hall door—slowly at first, and with |

The wleet comes dri- |

very counterpart of his father—(@God hlesa him
Hure 1oy triend dropped a tear, and wo rod 1
on in silence o while, I etraining mv eyea aftor .
the son of my carly friend, sng poadering ov:
the strangoe thut bad belfallen many
of tho whilom helpers at my grandfuthor s

vidissitudes

hayinga. !
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THE FIFTH )
® I ks eares Jor the furmer boy?” |

The smowy storm-birds of winter a
gore, Mauarch winds and froets kave near
Lroasht on ,\]-I‘fi showers, ¢

cold mountaing of Vormont®
1

ench rising, in gradan

v (‘?‘<‘--;.;i": ]
wiy doserted path in the Nort

and on mer

» tearfu] smiles

the wild flowere of a blig year, hid
.-.!:')?:‘:"‘! 1‘]: I.'“w ."-‘ |,"l L '.J-I‘ 0T 5 II E' 4
sumimer birds havo eomn back fr nr Sonth-

arn howors, and now hosir
less woods with Fdea s

er our leal

topmoet branches ; the w
their perpetual, monotonan WINE, rapping
the breezes breathe of sunnier chmes, and
swo'l the faintly trickling rills to rushing tor
rents: it thaws by day, and feeeses by night -
and. the sugar-making goes on Lriskly.

But who does onre for the farmer hoy? o
was up aond in the woods, helore the sun had
dared to light its accustomed pathway—the
noteh in the mountsing, He has swuong the

1 eommoere

wind; yet none the lees wpeedily does the esger
man diecpver the poures wheneo came these |
piteons whila, He lilta up the little handie, |
slready hulf covered with sleet, from the cold |
stone, sud cinaps & linilfrezen infant in his
arme, |
The I“P.i]!.ll_ w and p ile womnn wis g u |
wide awaks. A Llnzing woad fire soon JFarmd
warmth sod cleerinom over the room again, |
“Poor little thing, how came it thera? |
“Whom oan it helong to 7 and a score of other
questionn, asked the now bustling hounsawife, |
never weiting for nn answer, as vhe kept on
divesting the sohbing child of the manifold in.
tegumoenta in which it wus wrapped like un
Egyptian mummy. A thick shuwl, a flannel
blanket, and an infant cloak, wero all stripped |
off before| anything like a year-old baby "I"[
peared, with thin (laxen curle straggling out
Irom its little worsted cap, and the tiniest of |
little hands, done up in the tiniest of mittens. |

ne

Mr. R——, who had been watching procecd- |
ings with kesn interest, now lLegan to show
signy of uneasiness—to rub his hazds vigorous.
ly—and motually trembled when the child |
stretched out it Jittle mittened hands to him, '|
lisping, in half sobs, “ Take buby, pepa” Bat |
when the little cap wns withdrawn, and the
thin flazen curls fell down over a high, snow-
white brow, sn unmistakable likenesa smote
the father’s beart.

“My Ged!” he exclaimed. watching the in-
fant, “that is Jamos's ohild. Don’t you see
his brow, kis eyes, kis hair, hrs whole {aoed
Then, clzsping the child in bhis wrms, he
groaned, only as n heart steeped in agony can
grean, but he could not weep. )

The child, now warmed and soothad, stared
with hia great hazel eyes into bis grandiather's
fuce, tin infantile wondermont & moment, then
olapped two plump, dimpled hands on his |
brown check=, pucksred up his own little lips
into » smaile, and said: “ Puor papa, poor papa.”’
Ah, that wmimple apreal touched the right
ohord, the cnconscious child had unsealed the
fitther’s haart—too late, to be sure, Lut the poor
man knew it not.

How tho tears now ran down and wet the
flaxon curls till the infant looked up again, |
with that same troubled expression, in its |
grmdiuthm-'a fave ! Huw the ll:l.':" wornan I
Wt‘pl‘. ton, The g:m}n\‘:‘-h wan well-nigh tuo
much for her feable frameo. ‘

The embors died away n ee
the lamp began to ficker, yot f
gonzcicnce-stricken father znd tho overjoyed |
mother, wooping and wonidering over the sleap.
ing infant, ¢lasping tenderly 1t littis velvety
hand:, #nd stroking it thin curls. ¥ To.mor
row,” sighed, ominously perhays Me. R——
s he turped, for the last time that night, from |
gazing Bt tbe fuc-wimile of his divcarded son, as
he lay asleep on the sofa, with two little tecth
weping out from hie half-closed lips, and wee
ita of tears sparkling on his fringed lids
“ To-morrow,” echood tho pale wife, hupefully,
as ehe kissod tho Jast shadow of a taar nway,
and took her last good-night look st tho littls
sleeper. Ah, what clouds hung over the sleep-
less watchers in that mansion, ready to break
on the morrow !

Mr. R was up long helors sunrise, and,
well meoantod, was turning his horse’s head to-
wards C—— whon who ghould eome hobbling
down tho street but the rheumatic, rod-faced |
landlord of the “ Golden Cross” gestienlating
most vebhemently to Mr. R—-.  “ What can
bo the matter pow "—a drunken frolie, most
probably.” thonght, ha, us ho patted the lead
of his impatient nug, and awasited the land-
lord's approach. “ Your daughtor.in-law is
dg‘ing in my houws,” shoured the latter, with
characteristie delieacy, when within hearing.
“Come quick, or she'll be gone!”
True it was, that in & narrow, comfortiess,
smoko-begrimed room of the Golden Cross,
lay dying all that was left of the oneo Loauti-
ful Mary R A terrible night had the
dying woman passed in that lone chambor.
Thick rushing memories of the past, trembling
lauces into the futare, and doubtiul hopes for
ﬁer child, struggled with firm faith in the Rock
that never faileth.
“You hava come at Inst,” ske exelaimed, feo-
bly, ns Mr. R—— sta pale and heggard,

cond time, and

there sat !lll".!

1 ggered,
into the room, followed by his half-crazed wife,
who carried the infant in her arme.  The dying
b (,h‘

gently in her arms. The poor, pacified woman
sunk back as fecble ns the infiunt, looked into
her boy’s wondering eyes, drew her thin fin-
gers through his flaxen curls, kissed again
and again his soft clicck, and talked to him,
a8 if he drank in every word sho uttered, in
baby wondcr.

poor father, baliy, and has

“ He kilind g'mu-
well nigh killed me; but oh! he can never

,

| owl, stealing out (rom hi@ bushy

troes of the Frepeh Ravolution w
Losoma honves with gonerous emulation: his
heart giows with conscions pewer, to achieve
something worthy man’s high lieing, Destiny

| dark. sad !!!Hl:z!‘:' did not keen

give my boy to me, and let me bless him be- | PO*®

buge “potash kettle” to its place, and rolled ¥
some hosvy baech logs around an arch: hbe 1
has kindled s fro from ramo ied eindere '
h= has fitled his kottle from overflowine bock v

et s he has pooked his hreakinat be the (] srine
and his dine
1

“hoiling fire,” v and hig snpper

he has stopped, o his weary round with th o
| gathering pails, to Bsten to the new-lird wa »
blings, and has mede th rid ] |

listen, in turn, to no 1 wild and

bt the day is now gune, snd tho twi

i its lnst “ good-night ™ upon the j

mountain’a brow, is gone—aand, 1

night
o ridgea on the easd

What then ?
1 ol

Bo 1 ri;_'_ll!!y greon in the dayiieht is

The s Pru
now lik

6 wall of darkness that towars of wit
glowing stars. The tall maplen end beeches 1
wave dreamy by the smoks that curls amor

thoir pneient bougha ; and the cat like sawyes

eyrne, ha

changed the cheerful sone of the ris i
a shrieking wail—and the tarm-hov, et
| ing by the' fire-light, hna turned o noting the

aught stoam

FORNE

around him—tho j
thut writhes and curls | 1 hbling sup—
the bright ecintillations that play ¥ from the
purent fire, and soar away in epite of—brightor
for the vory darkness el round—san)
and—go out—and befure he 18 awaroe of i, Le
IS RN,

He has heen reading off hero
Heroes and Hern Worship”' Lamnrtine's © H '
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to rise, soar even, like the fire-finkcs now Lefor
him—and what—go gut?

“Yer” ho speaks aluud, as ho thresta th

I wid neamst tha

br il wronth of sparks is

1 1z tter o oud, than never 4
at ull

TG
horn

Resking vomth!

nmbie {n

ith whem oan an home ’
py lile; 10 fee rieed :
you will. Lnns I i il
Ha lnid around imore woml, svant heaps of u
bireh’ and bhardhnck sticks drew up hicyu
soat nearer to the fire, anid sat down aesing bt

wwny tas hm
He thought of the fitnre—of the world—of thy
gront Drama of 1.1

“1t i & crowding world” he tinned
alond ; “a hard lifs, & = BWing, selfis)
erowding. businesa life.  There pre move preqt
ani gl now than ean gt fuothald wnid -
then there are certainly too many fed’ Hul
he vnly known the poet's word

- "'.l":;‘ sl_p i t} v
Is labor worthy and
llul.
“ Bach mood thonght and action m
The anrk world nearer to the sun

But One did care for hit:: Oce who eve
detgns to care for the =ed, the woury. and the
broken-hearted : and Ha has so arduinad it
that thoss who labor mest diligeatly shall rest
most peacalully. ;

Exbausted with the day's toil, ko leaned lis
hond ovar against a broad stomy, with n o
mon hlainket for a piliow.  And sleep, though
untidden, found him—fimnd him, with no
watchers but the wild-swaying &
and the shados, and heaven's stars looking
down on his pare hrow. And he drescd
whal he nover told ; Lut ho has wriiten it down
undeor the veil of wion, and in Liis notes . apd
though not miperstitions, who ean cay but Uit
the ievpress of that ange! forsm of heauty. soiiling
from heaven, shall ekear hin
toildome yet heroie carcer of
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Harry Higparp.—The Manchestor [N
Messenger says:

“No tree son of New Hampehire can havo
watched the course of this gentleman, durin;:
the pendency of tha Nebraska bill, withovs
pain and humilistion. His speech sppears in
full in some of tho papers, and it seems impaos.
sible that it can produce any other effect than
deep mnrﬁﬁasui-m.. Perhaps the weakest por-
tion of tho speech is where he digresses to ox-
the incansistencies of England. But the
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fore 1 die,” ‘she mereamed. * You shall not | Mot disgusting portion of it is where he con-
tako him from me”—sand would have wprung gemer;d;:u a]u:“ng};u for slavery. He ecould !
upon the floor, had net Mrs. R. placed the boy thﬂ::nnﬁ -r: no surer method to have secured : i

4 ]

‘;t of the proud blood of the South,
“Doos Mr. Hibbard expect, by such efforts
& this, to secure the votes of Northern men
and un clection to the Senate? :

He wtenradly doce. Will ho find that he has
mistaken the weans?

—_———

A State Normal Sehool is shortly to Le
opened in Rhode lsland. '




